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Now and Zen 


The rumble of the sportscar's engine was low and threatening, like the growl of a jungle cat, but the bright 
music spilling from the car radio made the whole world feel and perhaps even smell a little better than it 
should. 


"Hey stranger, goin’ my way?" The sportscar slowed to follow Jon as he made his way down the pavement. 


No need to open a door -- Jon simply vaulted into the vehicle, landing beside his bandmate, Tommy Bolin, who 
immediately put the car in drive and off they went with a squeal. 


"Do | need to drop you off somewhere?" Tommy asked him. He was wearing a set of oversized ladies 


sunglasses which somehow looked fantastic on him, just as everything he wore did. 
"Nowhere in particular," Jon said. "| was just walking to clear my head" 
"What's been cloudin’ your mind?" 


A pouting mouth Mascara smudged around sad eyes. ‘Jon, we've got fo fell him. We cant go on like this any 


longer." 


Jon intended to deflect the question, but when he opened his mouth, somehow the truth came tumbling out. 


"I've.. been falling in love with someone | shouldn't." 
"Sick" said Tommy. A thought seemed to occur to him, and he went on. "It's not, like, your sister, is it?" 


"What!" Jon let out a snort that turned into a guffaw. "No, I've not been falling in love with my sister. What in 
the world made you think of that, Tommy?" 


"Glenn was showing me this poetry by this Lord Byron guy, and he was in love with his sister." Tommy 


shrugged. "| thought maybe it was a British thing." 
"No, incest is not a grand old British tradition," said Jon drolly. "Where are we going, by the by?" 


‘lm taking you to the perfect place to clear your head," Tommy promised him. "You'll love me for it" The radio 
commercial finally faded into an Elvis song that got both men grooving. 


"Hearing Elvis for the first time made me want to be a rock and roller," Jon told him. "I'd been studying piano 
since | was five years old, and | wanted to take everything that | knew and turn it topsy-turvy, grow my hair 


inordinately long, and play blistering keyboards in the greatest rock band on Earth. And | did!" 


That got Tommy to laughing. "I loved Elvis too! But Hendrix.. man, Hendrix took me to another planet.” They 
slowed down as they entered a much grungier and less scenic area of the city than Jon was used to. They 
pulled up to an abandoned parking lot full of potholes and bits of metal and tubing from stripped cars. Despite 
himself, Jon began to feel a bit anxious. 


Tommy hopped out of the car, and Jon scrambled to follow. There was no one about, not a soul. Only the 
seagulls to keep them company. The area leading up to the pier was a wasteland: burned out, broken, shapeless 
masses of what had once been walls. Up ahead stood what remained of a structure that had once housed a 
carousel. The hulks seemed to beckon for help with their painted-on smiles. They wore a faded glory; they had 


been created and abandoned by humans, and now the ocean was slowly reclaiming their cheerful domain. 


"This used to be an amusement park. See, you can see some of the old rides. Don't walk on the pier itself,” 
Tommy warned him. They made their way down the beach, marveling at the huge wooden structure adorning 


the end of the pier which now balanced precariously on only a few remaining supports. 


Tommy dropped to the sand, his legs folding up below him to drop him gracefully into a pose reminiscent of 
some yogi or spiritualist. With his mysterious, Eastern eyes and serene air, he even seemed like one. Jon knelt 


next to him in a squat, feeling like a bit of a boob. 


"What you were sayin’ earlier, about studyin' piano." Tommy chuckled, tilting his head down and tucking his chin 
in. "| feel like you're so far over my head. You're this classically trained musician and | can't even read music. 


Sometimes | don't get why you keep me around." 


"Nonsense," Jon told him. "All of us in the band value you and your talent, Tommy. You know this. And reading 


music isn't everything. You can always learn, anyway." 

"Yeah?" Tommy squinted up at him. "You think so?" 

"Its not too late." Jon contemplated the surf. He thought about the beautiful woman waiting for him. He 
thought about all the hard discussions he was going to have to have with the people he cared about. Why 
couldn't he seem to find his happiness where it didn't hurt someone else? There must be some fatal flaw in 
his self, Jon reasoned. He wished he could go back and do it all over the right way. If he'd done things right 


from the beginning, he'd have nothing hanging on his conscious now. 


‘Its not too late." Tommy repeated to himself. He looked up at Jon again, this time seeming a bit shy. "This 


time next year, I'l bring ya back here and show you that I've learned to read music" 
"Oh? I'll hold you to it," Jon told him. 

‘Will you help me? | mean, if | need it?" 

"OF course | will” 


"Good" Tommy rose, beckoning to Jon. "C'mon, let's head back before some of the locals jack our car from the 


parking lot" With that, he took off across the beach at a run. "Race ya!" 


Laughing and whooping, Jon chased after him, running as fast as he could past the dilapidated ruins of the 


amusement park, but Tommy ran before him, always just out of his reach. 


